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THE FORTE' py Ruby M. Ayres

A- Seeker of Thrills Finds Himself

b I've lived In Bomerton,
blood's thicker than water!”

and-—
he

4

b

——

CHARACTERS

IN THE STORY

b until she sald again, her voice all 4
.broken with tears: “Don’'t go! Oh,

'The Story of an Adventurer, Who.

> ’ ’ added awkwardly. don't go!" . a & |
Mistaken for Another and Thereby |, e tuner wnet o || e FORTUNE HUNTER—Youthful tramp, [[ o et o rponer ne | Finding a Body in the Woods, Had

Becomes Enmeshed in a Maze
of Love and Mystery.

the garden for a moment with-
out answering; then he replied
slowly, as If he were carefully
chooging his words:

whc anpropriates the pocketbook and identity of
John Smitt whose body he discovers in the woods.
ANNE—Beuutiful heiress, who loves The For-

understand what you're saying.”
he broke out hoarsely. “You don't
know what it means. I'm a
waster, a blackguard, everything

the Identity of the Dead Man
“Wished Upon” Him.

“Its kind of you, and Im || tune Hunter, believing him to be John Smith, ex- || mr. Jowiing SR tox, mgmgid Lz
grateful, but—it won't do. I took . evéen were not—what have “1 1 haven't any pride,” T and his heart torn with misery.
SOomined trom Tiaterinrd T Myl respencitie foc Mo Gebis the money, and I rhust pay It con\nct, ?JhO wooed and won her ten years befom I to offer you? Nothing! I'va | .. 2;'»:””.” '-‘1 .:uw 1 r'l'hen he raised her head and, hoid-
and protéect him. back.” He laughed mirthiessly, the 0 nlﬂg Of the sto lled to you. I've decelved you!" | 5..nt to be willing to die rather | Ing her face between his hands

hands clasped In her lap,

q NNE was sitting up r*n her

He walited, but nobody spoke,

“I édan work If I like. I've nav-

TOMMY—Ward of

Hl.'. Harding, a crippled boy,

“You said you loved me,” she

than say what I must say, but I

stooped and kissed her lips—a long

her face white and tense. L. vied for months with the rough- whispéred. can't help It. I love you. 1 | kiss of farewell. If only she had

e Sl - :nd he bro:: out abruptly: “Well, | vied for mon s whos.e life The Fortune Hunter saves, thereby “igwn poul | Mo oheaht W | e s T T et | e’ B ne selseite A
and then as he nodded she broke | "°'¢ Tmone of you ot PO, “There'll be no need for you to || gaining entrance to the Harding hOUSOhOld. breath with a hard sound. Her | 51 gone—forever: that you had | and undying love.
eut agitatedly: “But why—why?" | 8ay? work at all—when I'm gone,” the DR HARDING—Uncle of Anne, a shrewd || hand stole up till it rested on his | kfiled everything I ever felt for “I love you—I love you,” he said.

014 Fernle made no answer for a “;‘;h;r:"ﬂ"ﬂ‘ Hunter shook him- | 0 . an sald. “Come, come; count. entleman " shoulder. vou: but It's not true; I love | Her arms clung about him, her wet
moment, but he looked awiftly | T . ' . > . “Wasn't It—true?’ she asked ‘ou: T'll gilve up everything for | cheek was pressed to his.
cross at the Fortune Hunter, then Y65, 1 have,” Re sald, “and s ::,l:::y ‘:::d .;:'l:am; cT::“::: .th:lt,. FE NfE—A Pmng trouble maker! fl'iendly to || paintuny. ;o: lIf 3'o.lu wo:t lcu:e rr:s, I “And you won't go—you won't
said slowly: this: 1 will acotpt no help from you | . "\ areun'e always pay. Think Tomm - He dared not trust himself to | don't care what you've done: 1 | leave me——"

“Well, I've my own reasons; | OF &nyone else. I'm not hiding be- | " . "0 W pe of this girl, y. A rival for Anne’s f answer. He broke out again des- | don't care what anyone gays: I—." “Anne, oh, my dear, how can I
they. don’t matter for the moment, | Pind a man who has done his best | "0 your own. She carés FOSTER—A riva nneé's 1avor. perately: “I'm Fernie's son, and | She swayed weakly against him. | answer you? How can I stay?
but I'm not such a poor man as | to ruin me. I'm done. and I [ you—in spite of them all." you always hated him!" “Oh, John, have a little pity; have | I've been ordered to go—and
evéryone in Somerton seems to | know it but I'll pay my own debts The Fortune Hunter turned | You after the vicar who married He opened it and the rush of There was a long silence; then | a little pity!"” 4 rightly. 1 must leave this house
suppose, and 1 can well afford to ) —thank you all the same he slowly round, his eyes incredu- | us. I remember. Your mother | night air smote his face with & | sfhe said, so faintly that he hardly The Fortune Hunter stood with ! tonight—you know that. T shull

repay Mr, Harding, If he will ac-

added, more quietly, as he saw

thought the world of him. Dear

flood of cold memory.

his arms stiffly at his sides, and

love you all my life; there's never

how Ferni inoed lous. “Cares for me!” he laughed. caught the words: “I don't care
Oopt.” " s dhig g “She sald she never wished to | me! How it all comes back.” Néver to se¢ her again, never | whose smon you are—I love you.” | when at last he answered his | heenanother woman in the world for
“But—but —" Mr. Harding And may I ask how vou pro- see mé again.” GOOD-BY. : to hear hér voice! His punish. The Fortune Hunter looked | eves looked over her bowed head | me. There’ll never be a moment

spluttered, “it's all such an extra-
ordinary thing! Y¥You told me you

pose to pay them?’ Mr. Harding

said huskily. He had not yet re-

“Women never mean what they

The clock on the shelf chimed,

ment was greater than he could
bear.

away from her to the open door
and the moonlit road; the blood

|jmo the sllent room.
JUST A VAGABOND.

when I am not thinking of you—
wanting you. But I can't stay;

hated John—:h's man! Yoéu told | covered from the shock: he could | ®¥.” Fernie insisted. The For- | and the Fortune Hunter turned “John!" The name was spoken | wus roaring in his ears; a thou- . you know that. I—""*

' tune Hunter shrugged his shoul- " “You don't know what it means "
me that you wmeant to ruin him, | not belleve that he had heard ok from his contemplation of the | |5 a trembling whisper, and he | .and volces of temptation - whis- ) “Will you stay if T ask you to?
and now-—good gracious, man! | aright. “It seems to me,” he broke “I think Mise Harding does dark garden; it wax half past | wheeled round, blinded with wild | ered at his heart. if T take you. I've no money, not | .. 0" i s behind him, and the
What are your reasons? Have | out furiously. without waiting for . . ight! hope and the agony of relief to Why go. when she loves you? | # shilling, and T've stolen tWo | poryne Hunter turned, with

4 a reply.. “that this is just a game | ®nd she’s rfight. I'm not fit for | ¢l@hl: . ’ :
you taken leave of your senses? Ply.. L p find Anne standing there behind | [ove and life and happiness are | thousand pounds from Mr. Hard- | Anne's arms still about him, and
% : t up bétween vou all, though | Ne¢r or any other woman. I've He roused himself with an ; ) b
Never minil my reasons, Mr. pu him. waiting for you here, if you will ing. It's got to be repald if ft looked into Mr. Harding’'s pertur
why——" He strode over to Anne | NOthing to offer her, not even & | orrort, “Well, Il be getling ¥y J a
Harding,” Feriie answered, and y a t past. I'll go back 1o the £ v For a moment Anne and the but take them. takes me to the end of my life. ed face.
there was a certain dignity about | and lald his hand on her shoulder. . along,” he sald. Fortune Hunter looked at one an- He laughed aloud, as If the | His volce broke, but he struggled | = There was a tragic silence.

“How long have you known this?"

road; 1 belong there. 1I'm *glad

Fernie paled a lttle, “Not

the old man as he stood there, ' other without speaking: then, sud- | b ! With.- | on aln: “My dear, you don't “Will you stay if I ask you to?"
Quite unmoved in the midst of all | he asked her. l;. .I:d o-“r;-l.hh b;:.:m‘“ h".: tonight. Come home with me If | geniy, before the pain and hu. o:]:uiru.:l.b.:lltmt I?:Jth?““;.t kno:'whnt it means. I'm no- | Mr. Harding sald again. “Oh, it's
the excitemont. “There's my of- “Migs Handing knoww: wothing | . T it much | you can't stay here.” millation of her eyes, he broke | could never be. body, m wanderer, a vagabond. | not that I've changed my mind
fer. Will you take it or leave it?* | @bout it” the Fortune Hunter | [ONBEr Anyway. The Fortune Hunter laughed. | 5,4 i pagsionate Incoherence: He broke out again widly. I | It's wsweet of you—wonderful— | about you,” he broke out, with

The Fortune Hunter broke in | answered for her ewiftly. “It's | He turned round and looked old | “Here?” he sald eloquently. “I'm sorry. Try to forgive me | .an't! I've no right! Let me go! | #nd I adore you for it, but—I'm | great bitterness, “but 1 love my
then. “It's not for Mr. Harding | Quite true, what Mr. Fernie says, | Fernie up an down with a soft- Come home with me then.” the | o5, qay. I've lost everything— | I'm mot fit to touch you, I—" not worth it. And besldes, you'd | niece; 1'd give everything 1 own

to choose, it's for me to say If I

that T am his son, but T never knew

ened smile.

old man urged rather pathetically.

everything." never forget—all that's past, to see her happy, and 1 know now
will allow you to pay my debts, | it when I came to Somerton: I only “Where do 1 get my bad strain | “It's a small place, but you're Her sad eyes wandered over his --:::r ;;:nt::,"‘::;y_:::‘ou:“: “Whatever 1 told you, you'd | that shell break her heart if you
and I refuse to allow you to do so. | discovered it by accident when T | from?” he asked, half-mirthfully, | welcome.” tace and then past him to the | word to me?” be thinking that I've led to*vou | go.”
1 absolutely refuse!” saw my mother's portrait in hia | half In blftm-ncu. "“Nol from my The Fortune Hunter shook his open door and the moonlit world | ..o 1 ~ ; —many times before. It would: He came forward a step into the
His ecyes blazed as they met cottage.” mother, I'll swear. head. beyond. ) 'h“_“‘ could 1 q"' You -said always be there—between us—the room. “Btay, just for tonight,”
Fernie's “I'd rather go to prison, There was an eloquent silence, “No,” Fernle agreed: "she was “It's kind of you, but 1'll bhe “Where are vou going?" she &.cl}l ::nhod it, and you are right. past! - God knows I'd sive my | he added slowly. “Tomorrow—
if that's where you're all so bent | Which Anne broke. a good woman. If she hadn't gotting along.” His eyes turned anked faintly. Ve SAS Wiy SINERe of SR, right hand to wipe it out, but I | perhaps things will seem more pos-
on sending me,” he added reck- h"'rheli‘: u: nothmlgd u:l l;e do‘:'.“ been she might have found it Wl.:lllull_\' toward the tld:m , He tried to sniile, but his Hpe ;nno:e than 1 deserve. Let me can't. You know that—we both sible tomorrow."
lesaly. she sald, in a co ttle volce: easier to live with e, How. 10re Wi A moment' s silence, iwltehed  hadly. “Back to the :. i know it." N Eve an er
Mr. Harding veered round again, | for the firat time she looked | ever'—he cleared his  throat | then }“s-rnift held"nul hi= hand rolid-ithiane 1 chine S Abd 1 . A:d hﬂ:l:llhout m:’; rnho lt.:.idl. Bl et Bankw sieh tieie Sin .t’:';:[‘:\"rzrm- ':nn:,' c:n:::ent;o::en
“And doesn't it occur to you that | 2cross at the Fortune Hunter. | Joudiy—"that's all done with, I'm | "I should like——" he began, but chon. with & desperste efolrt, be “.,.‘. L L one :"“ "‘e“t"’ ‘r “It you loved me all this would | o Fc-»rlune Hunter flung up his
you owe my niece some slight con. | T blame myself as much as T | gorry you won't let me help you | there wax no need for him to | o 1. hie voice sufficlently to :,‘, s ?' ¢ made & estur® o7 1 not matter.” she said. head. “Very well—if you wish it."
sideration?’ he asked sharply. hlame -‘:‘.’u'" she added tremu. out; | should have found it a tinish, the Fortune Hunter took add: “it's kind of vou—to say m:.m: he echoed brokenly. “My “It's because 1 love yvou I know It was a way out for the mo-
“If by accepting this man's offer— | 10U8ly. "T ought to have known | pleasure.” he spoke awkwardly, | s A b o S goodbys to me. 1 hadn't dared | joor what can I do for you?" | It ¢an never be” he answered. ment, and he felt that he could
though for the lifo of me 1 cannot | —1 Ought to——" her volce d!'d avoiding his son's eyes. “But "Good-hy, and—thank you.™ he | \one * jie could not go on: he “You Bhs stay with me." ' “If 1 am willing 1o take the | 4 .0 15 more. Tomorrow? Mr.
understand why heé has made it— | AWAY. and Mr. Harding moved you can't prevent me from leav. said. ) half turned awayv. and with aud. Y 4 risk " she faltered.( Harding had sald that tomorrow
you can save her In some slight | OVer to where she stood and put | ing you what I've got when I “And if there's ever anything | .. passionate  impulse she | Sphe spoke bravely enough; then, | He shook his head; his lips were | oy o' oht seem more possible:
méasure, isn't it your duty to ae- hie arm round her wals'. ' | go." he added, “and as far as Mr. I can do.” the old man said caught NS ate. | quite suddenly, her courage seem- | trembling too much to speak. b1 he Postons Hunter Miseewr Sl
capt? Haven't you any thought “You're brave, my dear.”” he | Harding and the rest of 'em are huekily, “vou know where to [ind | i | ed to fail; she swayed and would i She wrung her hands. “If it's ensanh (hat Delors Lomorrow daile
tor her at all?"” said gently, “very brave. Eve'y- [ concerned. they won't trouble | me’” i CHAPTER XXXV, | have fallen but for his arm. | only the money, John, don't let | wo 014 bhe out on the road, with
¢« WANT HIM TO GO. thing shall be as you wish: just | vou, John—I beg your pardon-- Their hands fell apart. and the | “Don't Go.” | He dropped his coat and half t it stand Letween us. I have MY | an thie nart of his life left behind
as you wish. T only thank God that's not your name, I know."” Fortune Hunter opencd the door | : | led, half carried her Into the | own, and it's yours—oh, so glad- | oo oo
The Fortune Hunter's face | that all this has come out hafore He rubbed his chin. *“Do you | and went into the hall. “Don’t go—oh, don’t go!" she | library. The fire had burned low |1y | ’ Soney s Apouaiie E. Sies: ot
whitened; he looked at Anne. “Ii's | You married the man, but per- | know that ever since you came If only he could see Anne just | pleaded. and the room was empty when | . . . ¢ God's sake—" | the long-delaved dimner, and & poar
for Miss Harding to decide,” he | NaPs even he would not have | down to my place the other night | once more—just for ons moment! 'fhe words were only a whisper, | he put her gently into “t;h:“r:‘"d “If it's only that YoU AT® | nroiense of eating was made, but
ool alter & montent With an of: been blackguard t-noulnlth to allow I've beén trying to remember But he could not expect it; she | but beat against his heart as if !lMd'llf:hlng her wi yroken- afraid for my sake what people | i was a relief to pifeden B oy
o things to go so far.” he adfed | what it was, and bless my soul | had done with him forever. they had been loud enough to | hearted eyes. . will say, & tell you I don't care! | .. oo .
am willing to do as she | with unwonted emotlon. If 1 can.” . By force of habit he took his fill all the spaces of the world, For a little while she sat quite | They say bitter things—cruel it wen agony 10 the Fortone
wighes."” Anne looked up into her uncle's “My name is Robert,” tha For.- | voat from the hallstand—the coat | and for a moment he stood like a | still, her face hidden in her hands: ; mm'”__a.“." ago when you—" | Hunter to see the tragedy of
“I have no wishes in the mat. | face. "I married John Smith— | tune Hunter said. Old Fernie | which was not his—and his hat | man turned to stone. not daring | then she rose to her feet suddenly. | p. yroke off, the tragedy of it | Anne's face: & hundred times We
tr.” Anne ross to her feet: her len years ago.” she said clearly, | laughed rather constrainediy. and turned blindly to the front to look at her, not daring to be. | catching the Fortune Hunter by | ., striking home to her afresh. | wished that after all he had gone
face Was quite coloriess. but she | ™ if she wanted to he sure th:t “Bless me, 80 it is! We named | door. lieve that he had heard straight, | the lapels of hia coat. and for & moment neither of them | away witho!* seeing her: he was
waved Geoffry Foster away when weryoneJin i roornh:lenrd. I spoke. Then the Fortune Hun- | ynutterably glad when she rose
he would have supported her. “As a';m'dh URR Suaith Beore Mo ter said hoarsely. to say good-night. It was only ten
EE SR e HING GIRL WHO FOUND LOVE 575 o - b | FEEE I
is ended and done with,” she went 000 “WeB. & JESieund SEEMY, Anne? 1Is it meé? Was it ever | geemed an eternity.
on, and her voice was flat and ex. RRA ks SO S -4 | tall i;\ love with | me? I've longed so many times | coon NIGHT
pressioniess. rage: By A. M. CRAWFORD. 4 Nan. Some of them had really 4 one writer chap likes to do A good 4 enough to—to fa . 16 aok you. I£ 1 knew, womeNow . .
“You married that scamp! IEN Nan Eckel entered the | “arrived” In their respective flelds | turn for a buddy,” he modestly de- | a man who doean’t love me." He followed her from the room

“If—Iif it Is anyone's place to—
to prosecute this—gentleman'—
she wavered a little—"it I8 mine,
and I have no such wish or Inten-

There seems to me that there is
nothing to choose between the
dead and the living. You married
John Smith: the man I pald to

big studlo

where her

were having

living room,
gvod friends

tea, she secemed to

of endeavor,
Nan herself made 5 fairly com-
fortable livelihood by making place

clared. But his little aplash into
creative work had most certainly
epolled him for the old life.

“I didn’'t know there was such
a man,” returned Peter glibly, al-
most too glibly. “Tell me about

things—wouldn't be s0 hard I—
oh, I know 1've no right to ask
you!"

She drew a long breath and the

and said good-night to her at the
foot of the stairs. Ho dared not
offer to kiss -her, and she did not
seem to wish or expect it. Hé

tion. 1 only wan : ? ’ o faintest amile trembled on her

1 hope I ynm.n lnT::rto.::' ;;‘,: ko0 abroad and keep out of the | purify the heated air as iIf a bit | cards and favors, but she was 8o His knowing friends patiently | this inhuman mon!lflf- This lips ’ stood and watched her go up the
i eter. ' "

again.” :;:on'he;' :1:::1' "r:‘e:::' ‘ﬂ:: ?r of fresh wind had blown through. | charitable that she gave away to | announced that Peter was off on hr:;::y l::;“-l:':ﬁ::n':f\' recovered “If you could both be here now :::r'_'l:::" :1:':1 :‘he:n;::rrmh.:
. b 1 (+] & - " " Aecon
There was & moment's profound know: 1 hoped to heaven he In her black crepe dresa and little the less fortunate almost all that a fad—meaning his evident en- hergelf. *“There's nothing to tell | —You and—and he."” she said slow- would have heen hidden from him.
sllence. Tommy fidgeted from one | would never come back: I hoped | feathery hat drawn down over her | she earned. She was the very | Jovment of Nan's group—and | except that I—1've fought against | 1v. "and T had tq choose, it would | _ o lp o woomed to snap In hie
foot to the other, and shot the | you would forget him. blond curls, with only a string of | Spirit of generosity, and in Riving | that he would soon be fed up | it and fought and because I've | D¢ YOu—you always. Even—even | p.... - jis went up the stairs twh
Fortune Hunter a triumphant “And all the time you were his of her substance and herself she | on lterature and near literature | always laughed and been silly, my and heg eyea fell as the color | oy o \yme and o -ertook her on the

pearls to relieve the sombreness

glance, and Geoffry Foster moved | wite, and the fellow allowed me seemed to have found true happi- | and return to the fold of his | friends expect it—and—and they | rose alowly to her white cheeks— | . ..o
forward with more confidence and | to buy him off. Do vou hear | ©f Der very best goto-SBunday: | , .aa.  Whenever Nap was pres. | fathers, But Peter showed no | call me radio Nan and it will shock | “‘even though I—married him." “Anne!" She half turned, the
leaned over Anne, taking her hand | that?' fie appealed savagely to | Meeting costume, she made a plc- | ent, everybody was sure to have a | wigns of tulfilling their sar. | them so it I send out any—any The Fortune Hunter's arms went | ., . running down her face, and
. in his, as she sank back on to the | Geoffry Foster. “The .av.lmp' ture that instantly charmed the ! good time. Whenever one of her | castle prophecy. waves of sadness—and I'm—I'm | out to her, but fell again hopeless- | .. . okt her to his heart,
couch. The scoundrel! The—the—" | artistic eye of Clarence Martin. trionds had a bit of bad luck or To his surprise that afternoon, | wanting just now to Indulge my- | lv. What was the good? They “My dear—my dear—my dear!"
The Fortune Hunter seemed the “I reckon by the look of It, Mr “Hold that pose, please!” he | misfortune, it was always Nan who | Nan accepted his invitation to | ®elf a litle—and cry & littie—or a | had got to part. FEvery nerve In | gno cung to him desperately, and
most unmoved of them all. He | yarding,” old Fernie broke in | ¢ried, springing up as he fumbled | comforted or stralghtened the tan- | drive her home. More times | lot—" ' his body told him that this thing | (p,y kixsed as only lovers kiss for

stood there, his hands In his pock-
eta, his head thrown back defiant-

with his slow smile, “that by the
look of it John 8mith was & worse

for his ever-ready notebook and
penell. I want you Just llke that

gied threads of destiny. Rich peo-
ple envied her constant  happiness,

than he cared to remefiber, Nan
had smilingly declined, walking

That—from Nan. It was almost
more than Peter could bear. And

could never he, Why prolong 1t?
Why not cut out his aching heart

whom the moment of eternal fare-
well has come.

ly, & mocking smile on his lips. lot than my son here.” He took | fOf the cover of a January maga- | Radio Nan, they called her lov- | away with some other chap be. | the idiotie chap didnt love her: | once and for all? He turned blind- They hardly spoke, save in
Then suddenly Mr. HArding | pis hand from the Fortune Hunt. | #ne.” Ingly. . cause she did not want to accus. | Peter swerved hia car into Impos. | 1y to the door. "I must go— | proken words of endearment, until
spoke. “She Is right: it shall be | oy coat, but kept carefully be. Nan laughed as she passed him “Are you ever sad, Nan? Don't | tom herself to luxuries, for lux. | '@€ grounde, slid under a porte } T Anne said, with the quietness of
as she wishes,"” he said. tWosn Sitn sl the Ehor and took & place on the big couch | things ever go wrong for you?' | uries had a way of fast becom. | ¢ochere. A flash of light as doors “John!" Thefre was such a world | gegpair:
He raised his hand and pointed | i heard a thing or twe from | Mefore the blasing hickory logs. | queried Kate Winters presently, | Ing necessitites, she said, ana | Miraculously opened. and almost | of passionate reproach in her voice | jf you had left me, 1 would
to the door, his eyes fixed on the | .\ Mive Claver we went to see | NO. 10, my dear successful | turning to her. the appearance of a Rolls Royce | Défore she knew It Nan Was | (hay he stopped with & etiffled | pave followed you to the ends of
Fortune Hunter's defiant face. at the Savboy.” he “m‘ again, friend! I'm no model, and 1 won't | WHAT'S THE USE? in their set was an cvent that whisked into Peter's big house. He | groan, and she went on, sobbing the world.” And then, as he made

“@Go," he sald, “before I change
my mind."”

“and I'm not a0 sure, after all,
but that it's not the best thing

be flattered Into sasing my tip-
tilted nose ornamenting any news

For just the fraction of a second
there appeared to be a little wist-

would not sbon be repeated.
Peter felt the usual flutter in

led her into a cosy little room
where a flickering fire sent a rosy
the face of; Peter's

now, as If her heart was broken:
“And T count nothing, nothing,

no answer, she broke out passion-
ately: “Promise me that you will

The Fortune Hunter laughed | o stand.” ful look in Nan's face. Peter Mc- | the region of his heart as he | S/OW over 1 suppose! Tt doesn't matter that | gayv—promise me!”
or everyone that the man d ‘ ; V=p i
mloud. He turned awiftly on his | o myoro " '.: donr; p . “You're much prettier than any | Farland,( who did not belong in | settled himself besids her and "‘“;'1"]'.' ‘::”“__‘\:{:':::rm:::e’f.";‘::: I've offered myself to vou, that I But he only answered her with
heel, and In another moment “And it it's all the same to | Model he has, and you know it,” | that crowd, was sitting on the | took the wheel. “Mind If I Wpin ;:‘: :a:u'm Anve s bowl oy, una | 1% WO pride go! Oh, If you ever | poken words and caresses, and at

would have gone, but that old

everyone,” old Fernie resumed, *I

declared Rachel Galnes, passing a

couch beside Nan and he looked at

up the Drive before we turn in?

1 knew that this was a very good

cared for me at all, you ecan’'t be

last, thinking ehe was msoothed

Fernle caught him by the coat. cup of tea to Nan. *“And if any- her iIntently when the question It's the witching hour, you a0 cruel. Life's a0 short a few and comforted, he kissed h
should like to have a w, * : P A ‘o it re with ’ ' ér once
“You shall not go,"” he said, and alone with my son hwr:r'? it 5 body could get your spirit of per- was put to her, know, and although I've always ::‘uo?. lt')rrh::r ;‘(;l::‘:lc:aed“:h; door | YOuT™ and it won't matter to anyv- | ana left her.
’ A " ' " ' 4 , or If we loved
there was a ring of command in He med to be quite mastér fect happiness, sympathy and tol What's the use?’ she asked, heen temperamental enough to and left them there. one who vou were, or |f He went straight to his own

his volce that atruck strangely on of the situation. He st with | erance in any publication—well, parrying the question, like It, I'm willing to admit it's Toars. Low. whispering voices. each other; hl""."n'_ﬂh' haven't room ana shut and locked the

the silent room. “You shall not | o' H hﬂnh“’“ kets, | the subscription would have to be The more Peter thought of that | quite got me since I've known | goo " 1ou ' Then Nan began | | Porne enough? . door; then he sat down in the
. LU poe . ‘U ' - ; —_ " ’ : . - . -

go until T have had my say, calmly walting for the others to limited. A blllion & month would | evasive reply, the more he real- you. opening the closed door. *I—I The Fortune Hunter turned s16wW- |, 40 oferoas. his face hidden In his

He crushed his old felt hat nerv.

leave them.

be too few to satisfy the demand.”

ized that he wanted to know the

Nan didn't laugh at that. B8he

won't know what to say to him—

1v and looked at her: then he came

hands, and cried like a ‘child fer

ousiy In his hand, but he was self. “Come, dear,” Mr. Harding sald “By George, you've sald it!" | answer. Peter was a very rich | always laughed when he tried to | oo | oo him," she was saying, back to where she stood and put | 0 hapless ruin he had made of
possensed enough As he looked He put his arm around hi ioco: agreed & young musician, running | Young man abour town, who had | say sweet nothings to her. He | . .., happiness thrilling in her hin arms round her, presing her | .o en
steadlly at Mr. Harding. and led Bee the roo:n nand A carosaing hand over the Ivory been bored to extinctijon by the | reached across her to tuck the volce. head to his breast -
“This man Ia my son," he said, Geoffrey Foater followed .wilh keyboard of the piano. “I'm try. | girls and men in his own set and | warm robe around her. Glanc. Peter, just outside the door, was “Don't, don't! Tt hreake my CHAPTER XXXVI.'
Tommy &ave a loud gasp, hut Tommy: then Fernie shut the ing deaperately to compose some- who, in drifting around had struck ing up, he saw something glim- walting for her. “Who Is the im. heart! T'm not worth a tear, not Flight.
nohody else moved or spoke. Anne Soew Ni““ thom and oived Wi h thing that will be symbolic of you, | up a gay cameraderle with Nan's | mering on Nan's cheek. A tear? | . e vou love. Nan?' he de. worth R tRought. Oh. my For hours the Yortune M
had hidden her face in her hande e . Nan. When 1 do—well, 1'll never | little group of talented folk. “Kate Winters asked you a | pooideq dear—"" v
his back to It, facing the Fortune i sat in the darkness of his rosss,

and Mr. Harding stood like & man

Hunter.

have to patronize hot dog stands

Péter really had a great gift for

question this afternoon and you

“1 won't anaweér when vou call

8he lifted her arms and clasped

turned to stone, again.” writing fiction. He had not real- | didn't answer her? She asked | i namas like that,” sald radiant | them round hia neck. :"""'"‘ f""""""r" "::"f & past and

“Thix man Is my wson” o | AN OFFER. Nan flushed with a grateful look. | 1zed it until Nan quite serfously | I you were ever sad, if &nY: | nNan Then, “Oh, Peter, darling” “Promise me you whn't go— :‘" . ":"1'"‘:“ ot ich he knew
Fernie sald again. his hand stil “Now, then, what have you got | “Nice speech, that! Pay for that | pointed it out to him. In a sud- | thing ever went wrong With | (B4 peter's ears decelve him?) | promise me! Promise me! Stay | 'here cou e one sottiow
clitehing the Fortune Hunter's | to say? he asked quietly. “It | little supper 1 cooked for you last | den burst of ardor, he had dashed | Yof?  Mind to—tell me—the | “paar—your novel—about me—ac. | just for tonight. just till the morn. He _"‘“"' ""' he SHE make thé
coat. T never knew It (il twno | was & genuine offer made 1o | night.” off & few motries which had been | truth?” cepted—I'm bursting with pride.’” ing. Oh, T shall die If you leave [ ONIY possible reparation that still

days ago, but it's true enough.
This man is my son, and as his
father 1 claim the right to make

stand by you and pay your dabta.
I'm not a poor man, though it
suited me to pretend to be alnce

It was a recognized fact among
the group of artistic folk there

immediately accepted, ‘hecause
editors know that I own controll

A LITTLE SOBR.
There was u little sob in Nan's

that all the men were In love with ! ing intercst In two newspapers and

| velvely volca. "I've besn allly

And soon from radio Nan there
went out waves of sweetest music

| —the silvery peal of wedding belis.

me Iike thia"
For a moment he made nn an

ewer; his ayed wese dask with pain

Iay In hi= power, hy walking out
of Anned Harding's We forever,

@e Be Continued Tomorrvw.)



